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LITTLE  pet's  CHATTERBOX. 


SUMMER. 


WiN-TER  is  cold-heart-ed, 
Spring  is  yea  and  nay, 
Au-tumn  is  a  weath-er-cock 

Blown  ev-er-y  way. 
Sum-mer  days  for  me, 
When    ev-cr-y    leaf    is    on 
tree  : 


Its 


When  rob-in's  not  a  beg-gar, 
And  jen-ny  wren's  a  bride, 

And   larks   hang    sing-ing,    sing- 
ing, sing-ing, 
O-ver  the  wheat  fields  wide. 

And  an-chored  lil-ies  ride. 
And  the  ])en-du-lum  spi-der 

Swinc^s  from  side  to  side. 
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And  blue-black  bee-ties  trans-act  bus-i-ness, 

And  gnats  fly  in  a  host, 
And  fur-ry  cat-er-pil-lars  has-ten, 

That  no  time  may  be  lost ; 
And  moths  grow  fat  and  thrive, 
And  la-dy-birds  ar-rive. 


Be-fore  green  ap-ples  blush, 
Be-fore  green  nuts  em-brown, 

Why,  one  day  in  the  coun-try 
Is  worth  a  month  in  town — 

Is  worth  a  day  and  a  year 

Of  the  dus-ty,  mus-ty,  lag-last  fash-ion 

That  days  drone  else-where. 

Christina  Rosetti. 
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THE  BIRTHDAY  PRESENT. 

"Hold  it  tight,  Tom,  dear,"  said  May; 
"Mam-ma  will  be  pleased  at  her  birth-day 
gift.     I  think  it  is  just  love-ly."     But  the  words 


were  not  out  of  her  mouth  when  Tom  caught 
his  foot  and  fell  at  full  length  on  the  car-pet. 
Crash !  went  the  vase  that  was  to  have  been 
mam-ma's  pres-ent  in-to  bits. 

May  burst  in-to  tears,  but  she   stopped  all 
at  once  when  she  saw  that  Tom  did  not  get 


LITTLE  pet's  CHATTERBOX. 


up,  and  that  his  face  was  grow-ing  vc-ry 
white.  "  Oh  !  Tom,"  she.cried;  "  is  a-ny-thing 
the  matter?" 

"  My  knee,"   groaned    Tom,    "  it   hurts   aw- 
ful-ly." 


May  ran  at  once  for  pa-pa.  He  came,  and 
Tom  was  lift-ed  up  and  put  to  bed,  and  the 
doc-tor  was  sent  for.  It  was  found  that  his 
knee  was  bad-ly  hurt,  and  that  he  must  not  get 
out  of  bed  for  a  month.  Hard  work  it  was 
for  Tom,  but  May  stayed  by  him  all  the  time, 
and  at  the  month's  end  he  was  well  a-gain. 
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A   CHRISTMAS   CAROL. 


In  the  bleak  mid-win-ter 

Fros-ty  wind  made  moan, 
Earth  stood  hard  as  iron, 

Wa-ter  hke  a  stone  ; 
Snow  had  fall-en,  snow  on  snow. 

Snow  on  snow, 
In  the  bleak  mid-win-ter 

Long  a-go. 


In  the  bleak  mid-win-tei 

A  sta-ble-place  suf-ficed 
The  Lord  God  Al-migh-ty, 

Je-sus  Christ  ; 
E-nough  for  Him  whom  an-gels 

Fall  down  be-fore, 
The  ox  and  ass  and  cam-el 

Which  a-dore. 
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III. 
What  can  I  give  Him, 

Poor  as  I  am  ? 
If  I  were  a  shep-herd, 

I  would  bring  a  lamb  ; 
If  I  were  a  wise  man, 

I  would  do  my  part. 
Yet  what  I  can  I  give  Him- 

Give  my  heart. 


Christina  Rosettt. 


THE   OLD    MILL. 

It  is  a  warm  au-tumn  day,  and  the  mill-er's 
old  moth-er  has  brought  her  knit-ting  out  in-to 
the  bright  sun-shine.  In-doors  the  great 
wheels  are  at  work  grind-ing  the  grain,  and 
the  air  is  full  of  flour.  A  cart  filled  with  bags 
of  corn  which  is  soon  to  be  made  in-to  meal 
stands  near.  As  she  knits,  the  mill-er's 
moth-er  thinks  that  win-ter  will  r.oon  be  at 
hand,  and  she  wish-es  that  it  could  al-ways  be 
sum-mer. 
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TAD'IiN    MISCHIEF. 

"  Ma-bel,"  said  her  moth-er  from  the  next 
room,  "  please  go  to  the  clos-et  and  bring  me  a 
plate.' 

"Yes,  mam-ma,"  said  Ma-bel,  jump-ing  up, 
and  wee  Tad  trot-ted  by  her  side  and  said,  "I 
help."  And  what  kind  of  help  do  you  think 
his  was  ?  Ma-bel  looked  down  just  as  she 
was  tak-i ng  a  plate,  and  there   was  the  lit-tle 
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rogue  with  his  hand  in  the  jam-pot.  He  was 
suck-ing  his  fing-ers  and  say-ing,  "  Good, 
good  !"  to  him-self.  "  Oh  !  you  naugh-ty  boy," 
said  Ma-bel,  "what  will  mam-ma  say?" 


Mam-ma  said  that  Mas-ter  Tad  must  have  his 
face  and  hands  washed  a-gain  be-fore  break- 
fast, and  that  was  a  thincfhedid  not  like  at  all. 
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LITTLE   JACK. 

Jack  is  a  small  boy,  but  he  likes  to  be  use-ful. 
He  is  go-ing  to  drive  all  the  hens  out  of  the 
gar-den"!      But  be-fore  his  grand-ma  gives  him 
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the  stick  she  says,  "  Be  sure,  Jack,  that  you  do 
not  knock  off  the  heads  ofa-ny  of  the  flow-ers, 
nor  run  o-ver  the  beds." 


ISHING. 

I  wish   I  were  a 
prim-rose, 
A  bright  yel-low  prim-rose, 
blow-ing  in  the  spring  ! 
The  stoop-ing  boughs  a-bove  me. 
The  wand-dcr-ing  bee  to  love  me. 
The  fern  and  moss  to  creep  a-cross, 

And  the  elm-tree  for  our  king ! 


Nay,  stay  !      I  wish  1  were  an  elm-tree, 
A  great  lof-ty  elm-tree  with  green  leaves  gay ! 
The  winds  would  set  them  danc-ing, 
The  sun  and  moon-shine  glance  in, 
The  birds  would  house  a-mong  the  boughs 
And  sweet-ly  sing. 


Oh  no  !      I  wish  I  were  a  rob-in, 

A  rob-in  or  a  lit-tle  wren  ;  ev-e-ry-where  to  go, 

Through  for-est,  field,  or  gar-den, 

And  ask  no  leave  or  par-don, 
Till  win-ter  comes  with  i-cy  thumbs 
To  ruf-fle  up  our  wing. 


Well,  tell !     Where  should  I  fly  to  ? 

Where  go  to  sleep  ?    in  the  dark  wood  or  dell 

Be-fore  a  day  was  o-ver, 

Home  comes  the  ro-ver 
For  moth-er's  kiss — sweet-er  this 
Than  a-ny  oth-er  thing. 

AUingham. 
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THE    DOG   THAT   TOM    FOUND. 


This  is  the  dog  that  Tom  found.      He  grew 
fat  ve-ry  fast  un-der  Tom-my's  kind  care. 
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DOG  NUMBER  TWO. 


This  is  dog  num-ber  two  that  'i\jm  owned. 
Soon  she  had  six  pup-pies,  and  then  Tom  had 
eight  dogs.      Quite  enough,  was  it  not  ? 
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A  LONG  DAY. 

What  a  long  day  it  had  been  !  The  hands 
of  the  clock  went  on  so  slow-ly  that  Lau-ra  was 
sure  that  it  must  be  run-ning  down.  Three 
o'clock  was  all  they  said,  and  yet  she  was  sure 
that  at  least  twelve  hours  had  passed  since 
mam-ma  went  a-way  at  ten  that  morn-ing. 
Her  friend  Grace  was  with  her,  and  they  had 
had  a  beau-ti-ful  time  with  the  dolls,  and  had 
had  their  lunch  out  un-der  the  trees  on  the 
lawn.  But  now  Lau-ra  want-ed  her  own  mam- 
ma, and  felt  ve-ry  lone-ly„  Mam-ma  was  not 
to  come  till  four  long  hours.  How  could  she 
wait  all  that  time  !  But  it  would  not  be  po-lite 
to  her  lit-tle  guest  to  show  that  she  was  tired, 
so  she  pro-posed  that  they  should  take  the  dolls 
up  to  the  nur-se-ry  and  play  there. 

They  had  just  be-gun  to  play,  when  the  door 
o-pened  and  in  walked  mam-ma.  What  a 
rush  Lau-ra  made  at  her,  and  how  tight-ly  she 
hugged  her  !       "  Oh  !   you  good  mam-ma,"  she 
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cried,  **  to  come  back  so  soon  !  you  were  not  to 
come  till  fiv^e." 
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**  No,"  said  mam-ma,  "but  I  fin-ished  what 
I  went  for,  and  so  took  an  ear-ly  train  home." 
Then  she  felt  in  her  pock-et  and  took  out 
two  bun-dies,  one  for  each  lit-tle  girl.  And 
what  do  you  think  was  in  them  ?  For  each 
there  was  a  small  bot-tle  of  co-logne  to  put  on 
their  dress-ing  stand.  Lau-ra  sat  down  at  once 
and  pulled  out  the  cork  from  hers  to  put  some 
on  her  hand-ker-chief 


MOTHER'S    DARLING. 

Two  lit-tle  eyes,  lov-ing  bright  eyes, 
Shin-ing  and  bright,  and   blue  as  the  skies  ; 
•Two  lit-tle  ears  to  hear  all  the  news, 
Two  lit-tle  feet  to  wear  the  new  shoes ; 
Two  lit-tle  hands,  bu-sy  all  day. 
One  lit-tle  bo-dy  to  get  in  the  way ; 
One  lit-tle  mouth  to  give  kiss-es  so  sweet, 
Mam-ma's  lit-tle  la-dy,  dain-ty  and  neat ; 
With  ten  lit-tle  fin-gers  and  ten  lit-tle  toes, 
Arid  what  she'll  be  good  for  no-bo-dy  knows. 

Anotiymoiis. 
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Here  Is  Tom  put-ting  on  his  skates.  School 
is  o-ver,  and  he  has  a  good  two  hours  for  play. 
What  fun  he  will  have. 


THE  BOYS. 

God  wants  the  mer-ry,  mer-ry  boys 

The  noi-sy  boys, 

The  fun-ny  boys, 

The  thought-less  boys — 

God  wants  the  boys  with  all  their  joys 

That  he  as  gold 

May  make  them  pure,    . 
And  teach  them  hard-ness-- 

To  en-dure  ; 
His  he-roes  brave 

He'll  have  them  be, 
Fight-ing  for  truth 

And  pu-ri-ty — 
God  wants  the  boys. 

Anonymous. 
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May  and  Kate  and  Lou  and  wee  Tom-my 
have  been  sit-ting  by  the  fire  in  the  nur-se-ry 
for  the  last  hour  look-ing  throuo^h  their  books. 

o  o 

But  now  the  books  have  all  been  put  on  the 
shelf  and  nurse  has  made  them  ready  for  bed. 
Mam-ma  has  come  up,  as  she  al-ways  does,  to 
hear  their  pray-ers  and  have  a  short  chat  with 
them  af-ter  they  are  tuck-ed  up  in  their  cribs. 
The  chat  has  to  be  short,  for  these  lit-tle  peo- 
ple fall  a-sleep  in  no  time. 
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Lit-tlc  lips  that  dim-plc 
With  a  joy-ous  smile, 

Which  with  words  so  sim-ple 
Oft  my  heart  be-guile. 


May  those  sweet  lips  nev-er 
Speak  the  thing  that's  wrong 

Be  their  love  notes  ev-er 
Truth's  most  lo\'e-lv  sonor. 
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It  was  near-ly  eight  o'clock  when  Mrs. 
Blair  reached  Rock-y  Cove,  and  as  it  was  so 
late  she  would  not  let  the  chil-dren  go  to  the 
shore  un-til  mdrn-ing.  As  soon  as  they  had 
had  their  break-fast  the  next  'day,  they  all 
rushed  down  to  the  beach.  How  love-ly  it 
was  !  A  hiorh  wind  was  blow-ino-,  the  wa\'es 
were  dash-ing  a-gainst  the  rocks,  and  the 
trulls  were  sail-ino-  through  the  air.  "Oh, 
look  at  these  rocks!"  cried  Jack.  "They 
are  all  cov-ered  with  lit-tle  things  like  snails." 
"  Those  are  bar-na-cles,"  said  Ma-ry.  "  W^ell, 
I  am  go-ing  to  scrape  some  of  them  off,  and 
see  what  they  look  like  un-der-neath,"  said 
Jack,  and  he  be-gan  to  poke  at  them  with  a 
stick  ;  but  he  did  not  find  it  so  ea-sy  to  get 
them  off.  What  fun  they  had  !  and  when 
Jane  came  to  call  them  to  di-n-ner,  she  found 
that  they  had  a  load  of  treas-ures,  shells,  sea- 
weed, and  Jack's  bar-na-cles,  to  car-ry  home 
to  show  to  mam-ma. 
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"What  is  that  girl  do-ing  ?"  did  you  ask? 
Why,  she  is  mak-ing  lace  on  a  cush-ion. 
There  are  ma-ny  dif-fer-ent  kinds  of  lace, 
and  some  is  worked  with  the  nee-dle  in  damp 
cel-lars  and  some  can  be  made  up-on  cush- 
ions in  the  bright  sun-light.  I  would  ra-ther 
work  at  this  kind,  would  not  you  ?  I  think 
that  it  looks  ve-ry  pleas-ant  by  that  o-pen  door, 
with  the  birds  sing-ing  and  the  wind-mill 
whirl-ing  round  and  round  in  the  soft  sum- 
mer air.  Jean-nette  thinks  so,  at  an-y  rate; 
but  one  rea-son  that  she  en-joys  it  so  much 
is  that  she  has  earned  a  nice  lit-tle  sum  by 
this  ve-ry  lace-mak-ing,  and  to-mor-row,  if  it 
is  fine,  she  is  go-ing  to  the  mar-ket  town  with 
her  fa-ther  to  buy  a  new  gown.  "  Shall  it  be 
pink,  like  a  rose,  or  blue,  like  the  sky?"  she 
says.  When  she  comes  home  the  next  day 
and  uii-rolls  the  par-eel,  be-hold  !  it  will  be 
vi-o-let,  like  the  flow-ers  in  her  hat.  Ve-ry 
proud  she  will  feel  as  she  wears  it. 
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Han-nah  had  gone  as  u-su-al  af-ter  the 
cows,  and  as  she  went  out  of  the  kitch-en  her 
moth-er  called,  "You  had  bet-ter  take  a  pail 
and  see  if  you  can't  get  get  some  dan-de-li-on 
greens."  "Oh  dear!"  sighed  Han-nah,  but 
she  took  the  pail  and  went  down  the  lane. 
The  cows  had  strayed  from  the  pas-ture  to 
the  sand-hills,  and  Han-nah  stood  by  the 
bars  watch-inor  them,  and  look-in^  out  to  sea. 
"  What  a  dull  place  this  is  !"  she  said  to  her- 
self. "If  I  could  on-ly  go  to  the  ci-ty,  how 
hard  I  would  work  !  Moth-er  calls  me  la-zy, 
but  what  is  the  use  in  try-ing  to  do  any-thing 
here  ? "  So  she  grum-bled  un-til  she  reached 
home,  when  she  found  that  she  had  for-got-ten 
the  dan-de-li-ons.  "  I  was  go-ing  to  take  you 
to  the  ci-ty,"  said  a  la-dy  who  was  sit-ting  with 
her  moth-er,  "  but  a  heed-less  girl  won't  do 
for  me ;"  and  then  she  went  a-way,  leav-ing 
poor  Han-nah  ve-ry  sad,  for  it  was  a  hard 
blow  to  have  all  her  hopes  crushed. 


v 
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The  wind  shrieked  and  moaned  through 
the  rio^-p^ino^,  and  the  waves  dashed  o-ver  the 
decks  as  the  good  ship  Ci-ty  of  Brus-sels 
strug-gled  through  the  storm.  When  they 
had  first  left  port  the  sky  was  blue,  the  sea 
smooth  and  spark-ling,  and  the  chil-dren  ran 
a-bout  the  deck  and  played  with  their  dolls. 
But  soon  the  weath-er  changed,  and  a  fierce 
gale  a-rose.  All  the  pas-sen-gers  had  to  go 
be-low,  and  the  sail-ors  tramped  noi-si-ly 
o-ver  the  deck,  while  the  cap-tain  shout-ed 
his  or-ders  through  a  trum-pet.  Ma-ny  of 
the  peo-ple.  were  in  the  sa-loon,  trem-bling 
with  fright,  and  some  of  the  chil-dren  were 
cry-ing.  Lit-tle  Kate  Brown,  how-ev-er,  sat 
in  the  cor-ner  of  the  so-fa  with  her  doll  in 
her  arms,  sing-ing  soft-ly  to  her-self.  "  Are 
not  you  a-fraid  ?"  asked  some  one.  "  Oh 
no,"  said  Kate  ;  "  God  is  much  strong-er  than 
the  sea.  Don't  you  know  '  He  holds  the  sea 
in  the  hol-low  of  His  hand  '  ?" 
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Het-ty  Brown  had  sprained  her  an-kle,  and 
had  to  stay  in  the  house,  and  he  on  the  so-fa 
all  day.  Her  moth-er  felt  so  sor-ry  for  her 
that  she  told  Thom-as,  one  of  the  farm-ser- 
vants, to  buy  her  a  new  sto-ry-book  when  he 
went  to  town  to  sell  the  but-ter  and  eggs. 
So  she  wrote  the  name  of  the  book  on  a  piece 
of  pa-per,  and  gave  him  the  mon-ey  to  pay 
for  it,  and  off  the  man  start-ed.  He  was 
hard-ly  out  of  sight,  be-fore  Het-ty  be-gan  to 
watch  for  him  to  come  back.  It  was  near-ly 
night,  how-ev-er,  when  he  at  last  ap-peared, 
and  then,  in-stead  of  com-ing  di-rect-ly  in-to 
the  house  with  the  pre-cious  book,  he  un- 
hitched the  hor-ses,  and  then  rode  them  in-to 
the  pond  to  wa-ter  them.  "  Oh  dear  !  "  cried 
Het-ty,  "  I  wish  that  he  would  hur-ry  !  "  At 
last  he  came,  and  the  iit-tle  girl  read  the 
sto-ry,  which  was  a  ve-ry  pret-ty  one,  un-til 
she  had  to  go  to  bed.  Then  she  put  it  un-der 
her  pil-low,  and  went  to  sleep. 
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Kit-ty  and  An-nie  May  had  been  play-ing 
all  the  morn-ing,  on  the  floor  of  the  barn. 
They  liad  swept  it  ve-ry  clean,  and  the  breeze 
blew  through  the  big  o-pen  doors,  mak-ing  it, 
the  chil-dren  thought,  the  ni-cest  place  in  the 
world  to  play  in.  "  I  am  tired  of  pa-per 
dolls,"  said  Kit-ty ;  "let  us  put  them  a-way 
and  do  some-thing  else."  "Well,"  said 
An-nie,  "but  what  shall  we  play?"  "Oh, 
I'll  think  of  some-thing,"  Kit-ty  an-swered  ; 
"here,  crive  me  Red  Rid-ina^  Hood,  and  I 
will  put  her  in  this  box."  "  Oh,  let  us  play 
that ! "  cried  An-nie,  as  she  hand-ed  her 
sis-ter  the  doll.  "  I'll  be  Red  Rid-ing  Hood, 
and  you  be  the  wolt."  So  An-nie  put  her 
cloak  o-ver  her  head,  and  made  a  ve-ry  good 
Red  Rid-ing  Hood,  but  Kit-ty  roared  so 
loud-ly  for  the  wolf,  that  it  made  her  cry,  so 
they  had  to  play  some-thing  else.  They  tried 
sev-er-al  oth-er  games,  but  soon  the  bell  rang 
for  din-ner,  and  they  went  in. 
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There  had  been  a  ter-rl-ble  storm  at  sea, 
and  a  fine  ves-sel  was  be-ing  beat-en  to 
pie-ces  on  the  rocks.  "Oh  !  will  no  one  go 
to  help  them  ?"  cried  Dick  Pe-ters,  as  he  and 
his  moth-er  stood  on  the  shore.  "Hush! 
there  groes  the  life-boat  now,"  she  said  ;  and  in 
a  few  mo-ments  the  strong  boat  w^as  pitch-ing 
and  toss-ing  on  the  waves.  But  a-las  !  be-fore 
the  brave  men  could  reach  the  ves-sel,  she 
went  down  un-der  the  cru-el  wa-ters.  Soon 
they  pulled  back,  and  Dick  saw  his  fa-ther 
lift  from  the  bot-tom  of  the  boat  a  bun-die 
that  he  car-ried  ten-der-ly  up  the  beach,  and 
when  he  ran  down  to  see  what  it  w^as,  he 
found  a  dear  lit-tle  ba-b}'  girl,  wrapped  in  a 
coat.  "Will  you  take  care  of  her?"  said 
Pe-tevj  to  his  wife.  "That  I  will,"  she 
re-plied,  and  ran  home  to  their  cot-tage,  where 
she  soon  had  the  child  snug  and  warm — and 
she  grew  up  to  be  a  great  pet,  and  the  pride 
of  Dick's  heart.      She  was  named  Kate. 
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I  do  not  know  which  to  pit-y  more  in  this 
pic-ture,  the  men  or  the  bears.  I  sup-pose 
that  the  men  are  sail-ors,  and  that  their  ship 
is  fro-zen  up  in  the  ice.  Ve-ry  like-ly  their 
food  is  al-most  gone,  and  they  think  that 
bear-steak  would  taste  ve-ry  good  for  their 
din-ner,  and  that  the  bears'  thick  fur  would 
make  warm  coats  to  keep  out  the  ter-ri-ble 
cold.  But  I  fan-cy  that  the  poor  bears  would 
pre-fer  to  keep  their  coats  for  them-selves,  and 
as  to  be-ing  eat-en,  why,  who  would  like  that  ? 
Af-ter  all,  how-ev-er,  I  am  more  sor-ry  for  the 
men,  as  they  must  have  ma-ny  long,  sad  hours, 
as,  cold  and  hun-gry,  they  think  of  their 
homes  and  dear  ones.  I  hope  that  the 
spring  will  soon  come,  and  that  they  can  sail 
out  to  the  o-pen  sea,  and  ar-rive  at  home  with 
£-nough  whale-oil  in  their  ship's  great  tanks 
to  make  them  all  rich.  I  should  think  that 
they  would  nev-er  want  to  go  back  a-gain  ; 
but  I  have  no  doubt  that  they  will  go  back. 
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Lit-tle  May  had  been  stand-ing  by  the 
vvin-dow  for  some  time  watch-ing  the  snow 
that  was  fall-ing  fast.  Sud-den-ly  she  cried, 
"Oh,  rnam-ma,  look  !  There  is  Dick-y."  Mrs. 
Gray  ran  to  the  win-dow,  and  there  she  saw, 
perched  on  a  bush  on  the  lawn,  a  lit-tle 
yel-low  ca-na-r3/^-bird.  "Why,  so  it  is!"  she 
said.  "  How  could  he  have  got  out?"  And 
then  she  looked  at  his  cage,  and  there  was 
Dick-y  hop-ping  a-bout  as  mer-ri-ly  as  pos-si- 
ble.  "  It  must  be  Aun-tie  Kate's  Dick-y,"^ 
said  May.  "  Oh  !  do  try  to  catch  him, 
mam-ma."  So  they  put  an  old  cage  on  the 
ground,  close  by  the  bush,  and  tied  the  door 
o-pen,  and  then  wait-ed  to  see  what  the 
bird-ie  would  do.  In  a  few  mo-ments  the 
shiv-er-ing  lit-tle  crea-ture  hopped  down 
be-side  it,  and  in  an-oth-er  mo-ment  he  was 
in-side.  Then  Mrs.  Gray  ran  out  and  fas- 
tened the  door,  and  brouorht  the  caee  in. 
How  glad  May  was  !  , 
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Mol-lie  did  not  like  to  stud-y  gram-mar,  so 
in-stead  of  learn-ing  her  les-son,  she  looked 
out  of  the  win-dow,  and  watched  a  lit-tle 
bird  build  his  nest  in  a  tree  close  by.  When 
the  class  was  called  she  did  not  know  what 
to  do.  "You  must  stay  af-ter  school,"  said 
her  teach-er.  Mol-lie  did  not  like  that,  you 
may  be'  sure,  and,  af-ter  stud-y-ing  for  a  lit-tle 
while,  she  threw  her  book  on  the  floor,  and 
cried  as  hard  as  she  could.  Mol-lie's  sis-ter 
•Rose  was  just  go-ing  out  v/hen  she  heard  a 
sob,  and  run-ning  back  quick-ly,  she  put  her 
arm  lov-ing-ly  a-bout  her,  and  said,  "  Cheer 
up,  dear;  I'll  help  you."  So  Mol-lie  took  up 
her  book  a-gain,  and  went  to  work  ear-nest-ly, 
and  soon  the  les-son  was  learned.  "  Af-ter 
this  you  will  try  and  stud-y  in  the  right  time, 
will  you  not?"  said  her  teach-er.  "Yes, 
in-deed  I  will,"  said  Mol-lie.  "  I  will  nev-er 
a-gain  be  such  a  lit-tle  goose."  Soon  Rose 
and  she  went  home  to-oeth-er. 
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"To-mor-row  will  be  your  birth-day, 
Ba-by,"  the  chil-dren  kept  say-ing  to  Frank- 
ie.  "Aren't  you  glad  that  to-mor-row  is 
your  birth-day,  dar-Hng?"  What  is  birth- 
day ? "  asked  the  dear  ht-tle  fel-low,  who  was 
on-ly  two  years  old,  and  so  could  not  know 
much  a-bout  birth-days,  could  he?  "Oh! 
birth-days  are  when  you  have  love-ly  pres- 
ents," said  Grace,  who  was  six,  and  so  knew 
all  a-bout  them.  "  I  want  birth-day  now," 
cried  Frank-ie ;  but  nurse  said  that  he  must 
wait  un-til  the  next  morn-ing.  At  five 
o'clock,  a  lit-tle  bird  sang  on  the  tree  by  the 
win-dow  and  woke  Frank-ie,  and  he  stood 
lip  in  his  crib,  and  cried,  "  I  want  m.y  birth- 
day !  Bring  my  birth-day ! "  Grace  and 
An-nie,  who  slept  in  the  next  room,  heard 
the  noise,  and  came  run-ning  in.  "  Oh,  you 
dar-ling !"  they  cried.  "Let's  give  him  his 
pres-ents  now."  So  they  did,  and  he  went 
to  sleep  a-gain  with  a  trum-pet  in  his  hand. 
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Here  are  five  lit-tle  peo-ple  who  have  l)een 
lis-ten-ing  to  mam-ma  while  she  has  read  to 
them  out  of  a  new  book.  Mam-ma  al-ways 
comes  to  read  to  them  at-ter  they  have  had 
their  tea,  and  before  they  go  to  bed.  To- 
night they  have  hked  the  story  so  much  that 
they  have  begged  that  they  may  sit  up  half 
an  hour  long-er  so  that  they  can  hear  the  end 
of  it,  for  there  are  on-ly  ten  pa-ges  more. 
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Who  tauirht  you  to  sing, 
Aly  sweet,  pret-t}'  bird  ? 

Who  tuned  your  beau-ti-ful  throat 
You  make  all  the  woods 
And  the  val-leys  to  ring, 
You  bring  the  first  news 
Of  the  car-li-est  spring, 

With  sweet  and  sil-ver-y  note. 
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Dick  and  Kate  went  out  one  day.  They 
prom-ised  to  bring  back  plen-ty  of  straw- 
ber-ries.  Af-ter  walk-ing  for  some  time  with- 
out find-ing  what  they  want-ed,  they  sud-den- 
ly  saw  some.  "O  Dick,"  said  Kate,  "let's 
get  those  beau-ties."  "  Wait,"  said  Dick, 
"the  ground  is  damp,  and  you  will  wet  your 
feet.  I'll  get  them."  So  Dick  went  on,  but 
all  at  once  he  gave  a  glad  cry,  "  Come  here, 
Kate,"  said  he.  Kate  for-got  all  about  wet 
feet,  and  rushed  af-ter  Dick.  There  on  the 
ground  was  a  wood-cock's  nest,  with  four 
pret-ty  speck-led  eggs  in  it.  The  poor  moth- 
er bird  stood  by,  look-ing  at  them  anx-ious-ly. 
"  Don't  be  a-fraid  of  us,"  said  Dick  ;  "  we  are 
not  the  mean  sort  of  child-ren  who  rob  birds' 
nests."  So  they  walked  soft-ly  a-way,  and  the 
dear  lit-tle  moth-er  set-tied  down  com-fort-a- 
bly  up-on  her  eggs  a-gain.  "  I  must  say  I 
have  had  a  great  fright,"  she  said,  "  but  they 
were  re-mark-a-bly  fine  child-ren  I'm  sure." 
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Joe  and  Bob,  Tom  and  Ned  were  spend- 
ing the  sum-mer  in  the  coun-try.  One  da}^ 
they  asked  Ned's  pa-pa  if  they  might  take 
his  boat  and  have  a  row.  Mr.  Ray  said 
"yes,"  but  told  the  boys  to  keep  their  eyes 
open,  or  they  might  get  in-to  trou-ble.  The 
boys  were  de-hght-ed,  and  start-ed  off  laugh- 
ing mer-ri-ly.  They  pulled  a-way  for  some 
time,  and  were  very  care-ful  to  keep  out  of  the 
way  of  steam-ers  and.  sail-boats ;  but  soon 
they  be-gan  to  talk  ear-nest-ly,  and  for-got 
Mr.  Ray's  cau-tion.  Sud-den-ly  they  heard 
a  shout,  and  look-ing  up,  they  saw  a  sloop 
al-most  up-on  them.  "  Pull  a-way,"  screamed 
Bob  ;  and  the  boys  did  pull,  I  can  as-sure 
you.  They  were  soon  out  of  dan-ger,  but 
af-ter  that  they  paid  close  at-ten-tion  to  their 
row-ino^,  and  were  soon  at  home  a-o-ain  in 
safe-ty.  They  used  to  row  ev-ery  day,  and 
they  soon  learned  to  man-age  a  boat  very 
well  in-deed  for  such  small  boys. 
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What-ev-er  you  are  be  brave,  boys  ! 
The  liar's  a  cow-ard  and  slave,  boys ; 

Though  clev-er  ^l  ru-ses, 

And  sharp  at  excu-ses, 
He's  a  sneak-ing  and  pit-i-ful  knave,  boys. 


What-ev-er  you  are  be  frank,  boys  ! 
'Tis  bet-ter  than  mon-ey  and  rank,  boys 

Still  cleave  to  the  right, 

Be  lov-ers  of  light, 
Be  o-pen,  a-bove-board,  and  frank,  boys. 


What-ev-er  you  are  be  kind,  boys! 

Be  gen-tle  in  man-ner  and  mind,  boys  ; 
The  man  gen-tle  in  mJen, 
Words  and  tem-per,  I  ween, 

Is  the  gen-tle-man  tru-ly  re-fined,  bovs. 
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I  do  not  think  that  there  were  ma-ny  such 
girls  as  Kate  Col-hns.  Her  moth-er  was 
dead,  her  fa-ther  was  a  poor  man  with  on-ly 
his  wa-ges  as  a  day  la-bor-er  to  sup-port  his 
fam-i-ly,  and  there  were  three  ht-tle  child-ren 
be-side  Kate.  She  washed,  and  cooked, 
and  mend-ed,  and  kept  the  house  so  clean 
and  neat,  that  her  fa-ther  used  to  say  that  it 
was  the  most  com-fort-a-ble  home  in  town. 
Ev-e-ry  day  she  used  to  get  up  ear-ly  and 
cook  the  break-fast,  wash  and  dress  the  lit-tle 
ones,  and  send  them  off  to  school.  Then, 
af-ter  they  were  all  out  of  the  way,  she  would 
clean  the  house  be-fore  she  sat  down  to  hef 
sew-ing.  At  noon,  in  the  rain  or  snow,  she 
would  take  her  fa-ther's  din-ner  in  a  bas-ket, 
and,  with  a  can  of  hot  cof-fee  for  him,  would 
car-ry  it  to  the  place  where  he  was  work-ing. 
Do  you  won-der  that  her  fa-ther  thought  her 
a  good  daugh-ter,  and  that  he  used  to  call 
her  his  rio^ht  hand  ? 
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It  was  Mark  Mor-gan's  birth-day,  and  his 
mam-ma  had  a  love-ly  birth-day  par-ty  for 
him.  The  boys  and  girls  played  games  and 
danced,  and  had  a  ve-ry  fine  time  ;  but  one 
pret-ty  child  was  so  shy  that  she  sat  by  her- 
self and  looked  as  if  she  would  cry  if  any 
one  spoke  to  her.  She  would  not  play,  she 
would  not  dance,  but  as  long  as  she  was  left 
a-lone,  she  seemed  per-fect-ly  hap-py  in 
watch-ing  the  oth-er  child-ren,  At  last  they 
all  marched  in-to  the  din-ing  room  for  sup- 
per, but  Flos-sy  would  not  go  with  any  one 
but  Mrs.  Mor-gan.  Mark  watched  her  for 
some  time,  and  then  he  went  up  to  her  with 
a  mot-to  pa-per  in  his  hand.  "Won't  you 
pull  it  with  me?"  he  asked.  Flos-sy  looked 
at  him  for  a  mo-ment,  and  then  put-ting  out 
her  hand  tim-id-ly  she  took  hold  of  one  end 
while  Mark  pulled  the  oth-er.  A-snap  !  it 
went.  How  Flos-sy  laughed  !  Af-terthat  she 
was  not  shy  at  all  and  had  a  fine  time. 
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A-gain  "old  Christ-mas"  com-etb, 

As  cheer-y  as  be-fore  ; 
With  gifts  his  hands  are  la-den, 

For  plen-te-ous  is  his  store. 
Chil-dren  re-joice  to  meet  him, 

And  shake  his  lov-ine  hand. 


And 


-ry 


bell 


s  are  r mo- me 


A  wel-come  through  the  land. 


Out-side  the  world  is  chil-ly, 

In-side  the  house  is  bright, 
And  hol-ly  ber-ries  spar-kle, 

In  the  rud-dy  fire-light ; 
And  chil-dren  hear  the  mu-sic 

Of  waits  out-side  the  door, 
And  talk  of  an-gel  sing-ers 

O'er  Beth-le-hem's  plains  of  yore 
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"  I  don't  be-lieve  any  girl  has  such  pret-ty 
hair  as  my  sis-ter,"  said  Har-ry  White,  when 
he  came  in-to  his  sis-ter's  room  one  day  as 
she  was  comb-ing  her  hair.  "  I  am  glad 
that  you  like  it,"  Jen-ny  re-plied,  look-ing  ve-ry 
much  pleased,  "  but  it  is  a  good  deal  of 
trou-ble  to  take  care  of,  for  it  is  so  long  and 
thick."  "Let  me  comb  it,"  said  Har-ry; 
"  I'll  be  a  bar-ber  and  dress  your  hair  in  the 
most  fash-ion-a-ble  style."  "Ve-ry  well," 
laughed  Jen-ny,  "but  ycu  had  bet-ter  bor- 
row an  a-pron  from  nurse,  to  tie  a-round  your 
neck  to  keep  your  clothes  clean."  Nurse 
lent  him  one,  and  Har-ry  made  his  sis-ter 
sit  down  while  he  combed  a-way  very  bus-i- 
ly.  I  am  sor-ry  to  say  though,  that  he  got 
the  loYiQ-  fine  locks  in-to  a  sad  tan-orle,  and 
nurse  had  to  be  called  to  get  them  smooth 
again.  "  A  fine  bar-ber  you  would  make.  Mas- 
ter Har-ry,"  she  said;  "you  had  bet-ter  stick 
to  whit-tling,  and  let  hair  dress-ing  a-lone. 
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"Jane  has  gone  out,  Tom,"  said  Mrs. 
Brown,  one  af-ter-noon,  "  and  grand-mam-ma 
has  sent  for  me,  as  she  Is  not  well,  so  you 
must  try  to  be  nurse  for  lit-tle  Hugh.  Try 
to  a-muse  him  and  keep  him  hap-py,  won't 


you 


?" 


Yes,   mam-ma,"  said  Tom. 


be  a  fa-mous  nurse,  and  Hugh  and  I  will 
have  a  gay  time."  So  Mrs.  Brown  hur-ried 
a-way  ;  and  for  a  lit-tle  while  the  two  boys 
got  on  ve-ry  well.  At  last,  how-ev-er.  Tom 
be-came  so  much  in-ter-est-ed  in  a  house  that 
he  was  build-ing,  that  when  Hugh  asked  for 
wa-ter,  he  would  not  get  it  for  him  un-til 
poor  Hugh  be-gan  to  scream  and  cry,  and 
then  all  at  once  Tom  thought  that  the  way 
to  take  care  of  Hugh  was  not  to  build  hous-es 
for  him-self,  and  so  he  went  to  the  well  and 
got  a  cup  of  fresh  wa-ter  for  his  lit-tle  broth-er. 
"  Good,  kind  Tom,"  said  the  dear  lit-tle 
fel-low,  pat-ting  his  cheek  with  his  dim-pled 
hand. 
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"  Pa-pa,"  said  El-sie  Car-ter  one  morn-ing 
at  break-fast.  "  I  want  to  talk  to  you  a-bout 
some-thing  that  is  ve-ry  im-por-tant."  "  Ve-ry 
well,"  said  her  pa-pa,  "  I  am  read-y  to  lis-ten." 
*'  Ah,  but  it  is  a  se-cret,  and  I  don't  want 
rnam-ma  to  hear,"  El-sie  re-plied.  "  Then 
you  must  wait  un-til  af-ter  break-fast,  and  we 
will  take  a  walk  to-geth-er,  and  you  can  tell 
me  then,"  said  her  pa-pa  smil-ing.  So  as 
soon  as  he  was  through  they  put  on  their 
hats  and  went  to  the  big  wil-low  by  the  brook. 
"  Now  for  the  se-cret,"  said  her  pa-pa,  as  he 
sat  on  the  grass.  "It  is  a-bout  mam-ma's 
birth-day  pres-ent,"  said  El-sie  ea-ger-ly. 
"  Do  you  think  that  she  would  like  a  pair  of 


scis-sors  ?"     "I  should  think  that  they 


lid 


be  just  the  thing,"  pa-pa  re-plied.  "  I  have 
mon-ey  e-nough  to  get  her  a  nice  pair,  so  that 
is  set-tied.  Thank  you  so  much,  pa-pa ;"  and 
she  ran  off  to  play.  Next  day  the  scis-sors 
were  bought,  and  ve-ry  fine  ones  they  were. 
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*Tis  night  on  the  moun-tain. 

'Tis  night  on  the  sea ; 
Wild  dew-drops  are  kiss-ing 

The  bloom-cov-er-ed  lea; 
Like  plumes  gen-tly.  wav-ing. 

The  soft  zeph-yrs  creep  ; 
The  birds  are  all  dream-Ing— 

Then  sleep,  dar-ling,  sleep. 


'Tis  night  on  the  moun-tain, 

'Tis  night  on  the  sea ; 
A-way  in  the  dis-tance 

The  stars  twin-kle  free  ; 
O'er  all  of  his  crea-tures 

His  watch  He  will  keep, 
Who  guard-eth  the  spar-rows- 

Then  sleep,  dar-ling,  sleep. 
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This  dog's  name  is  Puck,  and  a  ve-ry 
wide-a-wake  dog  he  is,  as  you  may  see  from 
the  pic-ture.  His  mis-tress  is  a  Ht-tle  girl 
named  Bell,  and  he  is  ve-ry  fond  of  her. 
At  night  he  sleeps  coiled  up  at  the  foot  of 
her  bed.  Some-times  when  she  wakes  she 
finds  him  ly-ing  on  the  pil-low,  with  his  head 
close  to  her  cheek,  and  one  ve-ry  cold  night 
he  man-aged  to  get  in  bed  un-der  the  clothes. 
He  is  a  ve-ry  clev-er  dog.  If  you  tell  him 
to  beg,  he  will  sit  on  his  hind  paws  and  wave 
his  tore  paws  in  the  air.  If  he  is  thirs-ty, 
he  will  bring  his  cup  for  you  to  fill  it  with 
wa-ter  for  him. 

The  first  time  Bell  ev-er  saw  her  dog 
was  in  the  street.  He  had  lost  his  mas-ter, 
and  came  to  her  for  help.  She  could  not 
find  his  home  for  him,  so  she  took  him  home 
with  her,  and  there  he  has  lived  ev-er  since. 
Now  he  has  for-got-ten  his  old  mas-ter  f:a 
tire-ly,  and  cares  for  on-ly  Bell. 
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How  cool  and  fresh  the  wa-ter  feels  on 
May's  and  Kate's  hot  feet,  as  it  comes  from 
the  lead-er !  No  cool  brooks  for  these  lit-tle 
girls,  for  they  live  m  the  citv. 
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Here  are  Grace  and  May.  They  have  been 
kept  in  the  house  all  day  by  the  rain ;  but  now 
the  sun  has  come  out,  and  they  are  hav-ing 
a  run  bare-foot-ed.  How  cool  and  fresh  the 
wa-ter  feels  as  it  splash-es  o-ver  their  bare  feet ! 
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Ned  was  waked  up  by  hear-ing  two  birds 
sing-ing  loud-ly  on  a  bough  by  his  win-dow. 
He  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  sat  up.  "  Oh,  good  ! " 
he  said :  "  it  is  Sat-ur-day.  No  school  till 
Mon-day.  What  shall  I  do?  Oh,  I  know! 
I  will  go  fish-ing."  So  he  jumped  out  of  bed, 
and  made  haste  to  put  on  his  clothes  and  to 
get  down  to  break-fast. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  eat  it;  and  then 
he  took  his  bas-ket,  rod,  and  line,  and,  hav-inq- 
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got  the  cook  to  put  him  up  a  lunch  of  sand- 
wich-es,  he  whis-tled  to  his  dog  Turk,  and  ran 
down  the  lane  to-ward  the  brook.  Tom  and 
lit-tle  Dol-ly,  the  gar-den-er's  chil-dren,  were 
wait-ing  by  the  gate ;   but  he  on-ly  nod-ded  to 
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them,  and  hur-rled  on.  Time  was  fly-ing ;  and 
fish,  you  know,  al-ways  are  hun-gri-est  and  bite 
bet-ter  in  the  morn-ing  than  at  an-y  oth-er  part 
of  the  day. 
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So  Ned  hur-ried  on.  Turk  thought  it  fine 
fun.  He  ran  a-long,  bark-ing  at  the  birds  that 
flew  up  out  of  the  grass,  and  now  and  then  set- 
ting off  at  full  speed  af-ter  a  squir-rel  that  scam- 
pered a-long  the  fence. 

Pret-ty  soon  they  came  to  the  brook.  Then 
Ned  took  a  small  tin  box  out  of  his  bas-ket, 
and  out  of  that  took  a  worm  and  put  it  on  his 
hook,  and  let  it  fall  ve-ry  soft-ly  in-to  a  deep 
pool.  In  an  in-stant  he  felt  a  twitch,  and  the 
next  min-ute  a  beau-ti-ful  trout  lay  on  the  grass 
by  him.  Ned  soon  took  him  off  and  put 
him  in  the  bas-ket,  and  then  bait-ed  his  hook 
a-gain. 

The  fish  must  have  had  no  sup-per  the  night 
be-fore,  for  they  were  ve-ry  hun-gry.  Ned  had 
his  hands  full  in  tak-ing  them  off  the  hook,  and 
his  bas-ket  was  soon  half  full.  All  this  time 
Turk  stood  by,  look-ing  ve-ry  much  in-ter-est-ed. 

But  soon  Ned  him-self  be-gan  to  feel  hun- 
gry: so  he  sat  down,  and  took  out  his  lunch. 
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Turk  had  no  mind  to  be  left  out  of  the  feast, 
and  here  you  see  him  sit-tinj^  up  and  beg-ging 
for  a  bit.     You  may  be  sure  that  he  had  it. 
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Chil-dren,  stop  play-ing,  and  lis-ten,  1  say. 
Whom  do  you  think  I  saw  com-ing  to-day  ? 
Up  the  long  hill  an  old  wag-on  was  creak-ing 
Grand-ma  must  be  at  the  gate  while  I'm  speak-in^ 
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Ho  !  what  a  tu-mult  arose  !  what  a  shout ! 
Ten  lit-tle  legs  car-ried  five  peo-ple  out. 
Grand-ma  had  scarcely  put  foot 

To  the  ground, 
Ere  the  five  lit-tle  peo-ple  were 
Swarm-Ing  a-round. 


It  is  a  rain-y  af-ter-noon,  and  the  chil-dren  are 
play-ing  school.  Tom  has  tak-cn  the  teach-er's 
desk.     Ev-en  the  doll  is  stud-y-ing. 
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Clang,  cling,  clang,  cling  ! 
Bel-lows,  you  must  roar ;  and,  an-vil,  you  must 

ring; 
Ham-mer,  you  and  I  must  work,  for  dine,  done, 

dmg ! 
Must  dress  my  Kate  and  ba-by,  and   bread   for 

us  must  bring. 
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So  dong,  ding,  dong,  ding! 
An-vil,   to    my  ham-mer   make    mu-sic   while    I 
sing,— 

Clang,  cling,  clang,  cling! 

Blow,  blow,  blow,  blow ! 
Bel-lows,  you    must   work    till    the    fur-nace    is 

a-glow. 
Snug  is  my  old  smith-y,  when,  with-out,  comes 

down  the  snow ; 
When  soot-y  wall   and  raft-er  in  the  blaze  are 
all  a-glow. 

Blow,  blow,  blow,  blow  ! 
What   care    I    if    the   storm    then,  with-out,  be 
high  or  low  ^ 

Blow,  blow,  blow,  blow  I 


Tom  and  Grace  had  al-ways  lived  in  New 
York.  Their  pa-pa  had  of-ten  tak-en  them  to 
walk  a-long  the  piers;  and  they  had  seen  the 
great  ships  load-ing   and  un-load-ing,  and    had 
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won-dered  at  the  bold-ness  of  the  sail-ors  as 
they  clam-bered  up  the  rig-ging.  They  had 
seen,  too,  the  great  o-cean  steam-ers  ly-ing  out 
in  the  stream  ;  but  they  had  nev-er  been  to  the 
sea-side.  So  they  were  wild  with  de-light  when 
one  night  their  fa-ther  came  home,  and  .said  that 


they  were  to  go  to  Sand-mouth  for  the  sum-mer. 
They  be-gan  to  pack  their  trunks  at  once, 
al-though  it  was  at  least  two  weeks  be-fore  they 
were  to  leave ;  and  ev-er-y  morn-ing  when  they 
woke  they  counted  the  days  that  must  still  pass. 
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But  at  last  the  time  came,  and  one  bright 
af-ter-noon  they  reached  the  ht-tle  town  of 
Sand-mouth.  W^hat  fun  it  was !  They  ran  up 
and  down  the  beach,  throw-ing  stones  in-to  the 
wa-ter,  and  pick-ing  whole  pock-et-fulls  of  shells 


to  car-ry  home.  All  at  once  they  came  up-on 
an  old  man  who  had  a  boat  to  sell.  He  told 
them  that  it  was  the  best  boat  e\'-er  made,  and 
Tom  went  home  that  night  ncar-ly  wild  to 
have  it. 
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"  On-ly  think,  pa-pa,"  he  said,  '  the  man  says 
it  is  the  best  boat  ev-er  was  made.  Will  you 
not  buy  it  for  me  ? " 

"Wait  a  bit,"  said  pa-pa.  "  It  is  not  a  good 
plan  to  be  in  too  much  of  a  hur-ry  •  we'll  look 
a-bout  first." 

Tom  did  not  think  that  a  good  plan  at  all ; 
but  there  was  noth-ing  else  to  be  done,  and  so 
he  had  to  be  as  pa-tient  as  he  could.  And  the 
next  day  he  was  glad  e-nough  of  it ;  for  his 
pa-pa  heard  of  a  boat  that  a  boy  was  build-ing, 
and  they  went  to  see  it. 

It  was  more  than  twice  the  size  of  the  oth-er; 
and,  though  it  was  on-ly  half  done,  they  could 
see  that  it  would  be  ev-er  and  ev-er  so  much 
nic-er.  Tom  danced  up  and  down  with  joy 
when,  af-ter  the  boy  had  named  the  price,  his 
fa-ther  said  that  he  would  buy  it. 

It  would  be  at  least  a  week  be-fore  the  boat 
could  be  read-y,  the  boy  told  them ;  and  so 
ev-er-y  day  Tom  and  Grace,  and  two  or  three 
friends  that  they  had  made,  went  to  see  how  it 
was    get-ting    on.       Each    day    made    a    great 
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looks.  ■  The  masts  went  up,  a'.id 

change  in  its 

then  all  the 

sails  were  put  on  ; 

and   last  of  all 

it  had  a  coat 

of  bright  red  paint, 

and  the  name 

"  Dai-sy  "  painted  on  the  stern  in 

gold  let-ters. 

And    then 

they  took   it  down 

to  the  beach, 

and  it  sailed  up  and  down  near  the  shore  as  if 

it  had  been  a 

real  ship. 
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What  a  wild  night  it  was !  The  snow  came 
down  thick  and  fast  out  of  doors,  and  the  wind 
tore  a-bout  the  house  as  if  it  would  tear  off 
the  roof.  -  Up  in  the  nur-se-ry,  where  Will 
and  Grace  Holt  were  say-ing  their  pray-ers 
just  be-fore  hop-ping  in-to  bed,  all  was  bright 
and  warm.  The  storm  that  raged  out  of  doors 
on-ly  made  the  fire  flash  up  more  bright-ly. 
"  How  thank-ful  wc  ought  to  be,"  said  their 
mam-ma,  as  she  put  out  the  light,  "that  we  are 
not  out  in  such  a  storm,  and  that  we  have  such 
a  pleas-ant  home!"  As  she  said  it,  she  stopped 
short  and  lis-tened ;  for  she  thought  that  she 
heard,  in  one  of  the  lulls  of  the  wind,  a  cry. 

She  ran  down-stairs,  and  stepped  out  on  to 
the  porch  to  make  sure.  She  could  hear  the 
sound  plain-ly  now :  it  was  a  dog  howl-ing. 
"  Pa-pa,"  she  called,  "  there  is  a  dog  out  in  the 
storm,  and  he  is  howl-ing  as  loud  as  he  can." 

"  I'll  put  on  my  big  boots,"  said  Mr.  Holt, 
"and    my    top -coat,    and    see    what    it    means. 
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Some  one  may  be  in  trou-ble."  So  off .  he 
trudged  through  the  snow. 

He  had  not  been  gone  long,  be-fore  mam-ma 
heard  a  shout.  He  was  on  his  way  back;  and, 
as  he  came  near,  she  could  see  that  he  had  a 
heav-y  load  on  his  shoulder,  and  that  a  big  dog 
fol-lowed  close  at  his  heels.  She  ran  to  the 
door.  "What  is  it?"  she  cried.  "A  lit-tle 
girl,"  said  Mr.  Holt.  "  I  found  her  al-most 
cov-ered  by  a  snow-drift,  while  a  dog  stood  by 
howl-ing  for  help." 

Mam-ma  ran  up  stairs,  and  biought  down 
some  blan-kets.  The  lit-tle  girl's  clothes  were 
tak-en  off,  and  she  was  wrapped  up  in  the  blan- 
kets; and  some  bran-dy  was  poured  in-to  her 
mouth,  and  soon  the  col-or  be-gan  to  come  in 
her  cheeks  a-gain.  The  dog,  who  had  watched 
her  all  the  time  that  she  lay  white  and  cold, 
was  wild  with  joy :  he  jumped  up  and  kissed 
her  face  o-ver  and  o-ver  a-gain. 

"She's  all  right  now,"  said  Mr.  Holt:  "a 
night's  sleep  will  set  her  up,  and  she  will  be  as 
well  as  ev-er." 
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So  the  lit-tle  girl  was  tak-en  up-stairs,  and  put 
In-to  a  bed  in  the  nur-se-ry,  where  Grace  and 
Will  were  fast  a-sleep.  The  big  dog  curled 
him-self  down  at  her  feet,  and  soon  thev  were 
both  sound  a-sleep. 

Ye-ry  much  as-ton-ished  was  Will  the  next 
morn-ing  when  he  waked  up  and  saw  who  was 
in  the  room  with  him.  "  Hal-lo  !"  he  said,  rub- 
bing his  eyes,  "  where  did  you  come  from  ? " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  lit-tle  girl;  and  the 
big  dog  trot-ted  o-ver,  and  licked  Will's  hand. 

"  Oh  !  what  a  beau-ty  !  "  he  cried.  "  What 
is  his  name  ? " 

Just  then  mam-ma  came  in,  ana  told  them 
how  the  lit-tle  girl  was  found  in  the  snow. 
"  Your  pa-pa  has  come,"  she  said  to  her,  "  so 
we  must  hur-ry  up  and  dress  you." 

May,  for  that  was  her  name,  be-came  great 
friends  with  Will  and  Grace;  for  she  lived  on-ly 
a  lit-tle  way  from  them,  and  they  of-ten  went 
to  play  with  her.  Here  is  her  picture  as  she 
stands  at  her  gate  one  bright  sum-mer  day,  wait- 
ing for  them  to  come. 
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"  Fa-ther  is  com-ing ! "  cried  lit-tle  Dick, 
put-ting  his  head  in-side  a  small  cot-tage  door, 
and  shout-ing  out  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 
Three  small  girls,  who  were  perched  each 
on  a  chair,  sprang  down,  caught  up  their  hats, 
and  ran  out  af-ter  him.  Down  the  beach  they 
all  flew,  to-ward  the  point  where  his  boat,  "The 
Fal-con,"  al-ways  came  to  an-chor.  She  was 
now  close  in  to  shore,  and  they  could  see  him 
wave  his  hand  as  they  ran  a-long.  He  had 
been  gone  three  days,  for  the  banks  where  he 
went  to  fish  were  a  long  way  off.  For  three 
hours  Dick  had  been  on  the  watch  be-fore  he 
spied  "  The  Fal-con's "  sails  com-ing  by  the 
point.  Soon  the  boat  was  safe-ly  moored  in 
the  shal-low  wa-ter  near  the  shore;  and  Dick, 
pull-ing  up  his  trou-sers,  wad-ed  out,  and  looked 
o-ver  her  side. 

"  Oh !  oh  !  oh  ! "  he  cried,  "  what  a  lot  ol 
fish! "  And  well  he  might  cry  out,  for  the  boat 
was  more  thaR  half  full.  Great,  fat,  shi-ny  fel- 
lows they  were,  and  they  lay  heaped  up  on  top 
of  one  an-oth-er  in  a  big  pile. 
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"Yes,"  said  his  fa-ther:  "we  had  a  fine 
catch.  They  bit  as  fast  as  we  could  pull 
them  in.  Here,"  he  said,  pick-ing  out  two 
great  fat  ones,  "  take  these  home  to  your 
moth-er.  One  will  be  good  for  sup-per.  T 
must  see  to  get-ting  all  these  oth-ers  to  mar-ket 
at  once,  while  they  are  nice  and  fresh.  Tell 
your  moth-er  that  I  am  well  and  hear-ty,  and 
that  I  shall  be  home  in  an  hour  or  so.  Run, 
now,  my  lad." 

A-way  ran  Dick,  with  his  three  sis-ters  at 
his  heels;  and  soon  they  were  back  at  home 
a-gain.  "  Help  me,  girls,"  said  their  mother, 
"to  get  ev-er-y  thing  read-y  be-fore  your  fa-ther 
comes."  So  Mab  swept  the  floor.  Poll  set  to 
work  with  a  dus-ter,  Ruth  pulled  out  the 
ta-ble  to  set  it,  while  lit-tle  Jane,  the  ba-by, 
cooed  with  joy  to  see  all  that  was  go-ing  on 
a~round  her. 

Be-fore  their  fa-ther  came  up  the  street,  jin- 
gling the  mon-ey  in  his  pock-et  that  he  had  got 
for  the  fish,  all  was  read-y,  and  mam-ma  stood 
at  the  gate  with  lit-tle  Jane  to  meet  him. 
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May  and  Kate  and  Lou  and  wee  Tom-my 
have  been  sit-ting  by  the  fire  in  the  nur-se-ry 
for  the  last  hour,  look-ing  through  their  books. 
But  now  the  books  have  all  been  put  on  the 
shelf,  and  nurse  has  made  them  read-y  for  bed. 
Mam-ma  has  come  up,  as  she  al-ways  does,  to 
hear  their  pray-ers,  and  have  a  short  chat  with 
them  af-ter  they  are  tucked  up  in  their  cribs. 
The  chat  has  to  be  short,  for  these  lit-tle  peo- 
ple fall  a-sleep  in  no  time. 
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This  \vas  the  siii^ht  thnt  Jcn-nic  Wren  sa»v 
when  she  looked  out  of  her  win-dow  m  the 
morn-lng — green  trees  and  grass,  with  the 
\-eldow  siin-hght  on  it  all. 

And    who    .•las    Jen-nic  Wren  ?      She   was 
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not  Jen~nie  Wren,  the  bird,  but  a  lit-tle  girl 
who  Hved  in  New  York,  and  who  had  come, 
on-ly  the  night  be-fore,  to  stay  for  three 
months  in  the  coun-try. 

She  did  not  he  long  in  bed,  you  may  be 
sure,  but  the  min-ute  her  eyes  were  o-pen  up 
she  sprang.  "  Dress  me  quick-ly,  nurse,"  she 
cried;  "I  must  get  out  of  doors — Hal  is 
w\ait-ing  for  m.e." 

Hal  was  her  broth-er,  and  sure  e-nough  she 
foimd  him  all  dressed  when  she  went  down 
stairs.  As  soon  as  they  had  had  break-fast, 
they  set  out  for  a  walk.  Soon  the_v  came  to 
a  field  where  the  men  were  cut-tmg  wheat. 
"O  Hal!'  cried  Jenny,  "let  us  gath-er  the 
loose  shoots  that  lie  on  the  ground  ;  they  will 
be  so  good  for  our  po-ny.  They  both  set  to 
w^ork,  and  soon  had  quite  large  hand-fuis. 
The  po-ny  was  ve-iy  glad  in-deed  to  get 
them,  and  munched  them  down  hun-gri-ly  ; 
so  the  chil-dren  v/ent  back  and  orot  him  more. 
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O  Ro-ver !   I  love  you," 

Young  Mas-ter  Ber-tie  said. 

To  prove  his  words  were  true, 

He  hugged  the  dog's  rough  head 


Ro-ver  knew  not  one  half 
His  ht-tle  mas-ter  said  ; 

But  when  he  heard  him  laugh, 
He  quick-ly  raised  his  head. 


He  lovfcvi  to  run  a-bout 

A-mong  the  lambs  and  sheep, 
Which  lay  in  groups  a-bout, 

Ap-pa-rent-ly  a-sleep. 


He'd  leap  a  five-barred  gate, 

And  then.  Avith  con-scious  pride 

For  Ber-tie's  com-ing  wait 
Up-on  the  oth-er  side. 
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What  great  fish  is  this?  It  is  a  shark. 
He  is  fast  now,  and  the  men  will  soon  have 
him  up  on  the  ship's  deck,  where  they  will 
m.ike  an  end  of  him. 

Sharks  are  ve-ry  fierce.  They  are  so  large, 
too,  that  they  can  eat  up  a  man  with-out  a-ny 
trou-ble.  In  some  parts  of  the  world  peo-ple 
ncv-er  dare  2^0  in  bath-ino',  be-cause  of  them. 
You  can  see  in  the  pic-ture  what  great  teeth 
they  have.  This  fel-low  has  been  at  ma-ny 
a  bad  piece  of  work,  I  have  no  doubt  ;  but 
now  all  his  pranks  are  at  an  end.  He  has 
fol-lowed  the  ship  mile  af-ter  mile  to  pick  up 
a-ny  scraps  that  were  thrown  o-ver,  and  they 
have  tast-ed  so  well,  that  when  he  saw  a 
great  piece  of  pork  come  splash  in-to  the 
wa-ter,  he  swal-lowed  it  down  with-out  stop- 
ping to  think  that  there  might  be  a  hook  in 
it.  Then  all  at  once  he  found  that  he  was 
fast.  Strug-gle  as  hard  as  he  could,  it  was 
of  no  use  ;   he  was  held  fast. 
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Sleep  well,  my  clear  ;  sleep  safe  and  free, 
The  ho-ly  an-gels  are  with  thee. 
Who  al-ways  see  thy  Fa-ther's  face, 
And  nev-er  slum-ber  night  or  days. 


Thou  llest  in  down,  soft  ev-er-y  way  ; 
Thy  Sa-viour  lay  on  straw  and  hay. 
Th)'  cra-dle  is  far  bet-ter  drest 
Than  the  hard  crib  where  He  did  rest. 


None  dare  dis-turb  thy  pres-ent  ease^ 
He  had  a  thou-sancl  en-e-mies  : 
Idiou  liv'st  in  great  se-cu-ri-ty  ; 
But  He  was  pun-ished,  and  for  thee. 


God  fill  thee  with  His  heav-en-ly  light, 
To  steer  thy  Chris-tian  course  a-right ; 
Make  thee  a  tree  of  bless-ed  root, 
That  ev-er  bends  with  g-od-lv  fruit. 
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"  Where  can  Ala-bel  be  ?"  asked  mam-ma. 
"  Have  you  seen  her,  nurse  ?  She  was  here 
on-ly  a  few  min-utes  a-go,  and  now  I  can-not 
see  or  hear  her  a-ny-where." 

Nurse,  who  was  busy  pack-ing  a  trunk, 
had  not  seen  her  go  out. 

"Run  down-stairs,"  said  mam-ma;  "per- 
haps she  has  gone  to  vis-it  Jane,  the  cook." 
Down-stairs  went  nurse,  but  Ma-bel  was  not  in 
the  kitch-en,  nor  was  she  in  the  yard.  Nurse 
ran  out  to  the  sta-ble,  but  John,  the  coach- 
man, had  not  seen  her  there.  So  back  to 
mam-ma  went  nurse  quite  fright-ened. 

Mam-ma  was  fright-ened  too.  "Where 
can  she  be  ?  She  can-not  have  gone  up  to  the 
gar-ret,  can  she?"  Nurse  ran  up-stairs,  and 
there,  near-ly  at  the  top  of  the  long  flight, 
was  Ma-bel.  She  was  go-ing  to  see  what 
was  up-stairs,  and  did  not  like  it  at  all  when 
nurse  picked  her  up,  and  took  her  down. 
But  down-stairs  she  had  to  oro. 
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"  Wh}'  can't  wc  have  a  jump-mg-rope 
match?"  said  Mary  Bray-ton.  "  They  have 
walk-ing  match-es,  and  run-ning  match-es, 
and  wrest-hng  matches,  and  I  don't  see  why 
we  should  not  have  a  jump-ing-rope  match." 
"  I  think  that  it  would  be  great  fun,"  said  her 
broth-cr  Phil-ip,  so  they  had  one  that  af-ter- 
noon.  They  were  to  jump  in  pairs,  and  the 
match  was  to  show  which  two  could  jump 
the  great-est  num-ber  of  times  with-out  miss- 
ing. First  Mary  and  Clara  tried,  while 
Phil-ip  and  Kit-ty  Smith  turned  the  rope  for 
them.  The}'  jumped  one  !iun-dred  and  ten 
times,  and  then  miso-^d.  Then  Kit-t}'  and 
Phil-ip  tried.  Tliey  went  up  to  a  hun-drcd  and 
sev-en,  a  hun-dred  and  eight,  a  hun-dred  and 
nine,  a  hun-dred  and  ten,  and  then  kept  on 
un-til  they  had  reached  one  hun-dred  and 
twen-ty,  when  they  missed.  "There  ought 
be  some  prizes,"  said  Mary.  "  Oh,  the  glo-rv 
is  e.-nough,"  Phil-ip  re-plied  laugh-ing. 
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Out  to  the  sum-mer  mead-ows, 
Sweet  with  the  new-mown  hay. 

The  farm-er's  stur-dy  chil-dren 
Are  tak-ing  their  sha-ded  way. 


They  will  fol-low  the  load-ed  wag-ons, 
Rak-ing  the  scat-tered  hay  ; 

Or  tum-ble  a-mong  the  win-rows, 
In  their  wild  and  care-less  play, 


Till,  wea-ried  with  fun  and  la-bor, 
As  the  sun  goes  down  the  sky, 

They  are  perched  on  the  load-ed  wag-on^ 
That  is  al-most  moun-tain  high. 


And  go-ing  so  gen-tly  home-ward. 
Safe  in  the  fra-grant  nest, 

The  an-gel  of  sleep  en-folds  them 
In  her  kind-ly  robe  of  rest. 
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Wal-ter  Chase  was  a  ve-ry  wise  boy.  He 
knew  more  than  his  fa-ther,  or  his  inoth-er, 
or  his  grand-pa-rents.  In  short,  he  knew 
more  a-bout  ev-er-y-thing  than  a-ny  one  else 
did,  and  when  he  went  with  his  pa-rents  to 
vis-it  his  grand'fa-ther,  who  had  a  fine  place 
in  the  coun-try,  he  walked  a-bcut  with  his 
hands  in  his  pock-ets  giv-ing  ad-vice  up-on 
ev-er-y-thing.  As  they  were  look-ing  at  some 
calves,  he  said  that  he  be-lieved  they  could  be 
rid-den  like  po-nies.  "Ho!  ho!"  laughed 
his  grand-fa-ther.  "You  would  soon  find 
your  mis-take."  "  I'm  sure  they  could  be," 
said  \\^al-ter  sul-ki-ly.  And  the  next  day 
he  went  to  the  neld  where  the  calves  were, 
and  got  on  the  back  of  one.  The  poor  beast 
stood  still  for  a  mo-ment,  and  then  made  a 
plunge  for-ward,  and  threw  Wal-ter  o-ver  his 
head  in-to  a  deep  hole,  end  broke  his  arm. 
But  e-ven  this  did  not  cure  him,  and  he 
thinks  him-self  as  wise  as  ev-er. 
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These  chil-dren  lived  in  the  coun-try  on  a 
ht-tle  farm.  Their  fa-ther  was  dead,  and 
their  moth-er  worked  ve-ry  hard  to  get  them 
food  and  clothes.  Once  a  week  she  used  to 
drive  in  the  don-key  cart  to  the  mar-ket  town 
that  was  five  miles  a-way,  to  sell  her  but-ter 
and  eggs,  and  with  the  mon-ey  buy  flour  and 
su-gar,  and  such  need-ful  things  for  her  fam- 
i-ly.  One  morn-ing  she  woke  up  feel-ing 
so  ill  that  she  could  hard-ly  lift  her  head, 
and  go-ing  to  mar-ket  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. What  was  to  be  done  ?  The  eggs 
and  but-ter  were  all  packed,  and  ought  to  go. 
"I'll  take  them,  moth-er,"  said  An-nie  ; 
**  Dick  and  I  can  drive  the  don-key  cart  just 
as  well  as  not."  So  they  wrapped  them- 
selves .up  warm-ly,  for  it  was  a  cold  Au-tumn 
day,  and  drove  off.  It  was  near-ly  night 
when  they  came  back,  but  their  eggs  and 
but-ter  iiad  brought  a  good  price,  and  they 
had  had  orreat  fun. 
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I  have  a  cat, 

Its  name  is  Tit 
And  by  the  fire 

It  loves  to  sit. 


From  off  the  rug 
It  will  not  stir, 

But  there  will  sit 
All  day  and  purr. 


Each  day  I  brmg 
Its  dish  of  milk, 

And  smooth  its  coat 
That  shines  like  silk 


And  on  my  knee 
It  oft  will  sit  ; 

For  Tit  loves  me, 
And  I  love  Tit. 
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"  Hur-rah  !  Hur-rah  !"  shout-ed  Frank 
one  win-ter  morn-ing  as  he  burst  in-to  the 
room  where  his  moth-er  was  sit-ting.  "  There 
is  no  school  to-day.  Mam-ma,  dear,  may  i 
not  go  and  skate?"  "Why  is  there  no 
school?"  asked  mam-ma.  "  Our  teach-er  is 
ill,"  said  Frank.  "Well,"  said  mam-ma, 
"  the  ice  is  ve-ry  thick,  so  that  there  can  be 
no  dan-ger ;  so  I  think  you  may  go." 

Frank  rushed  off  in  great  glee,  and  was 
soon  on  the  pond.  It  was  but  a  stone's 
throw  from  his  house,  so  that  it  did  not  take 
him  long  to  reach  it.  His  skates  were  on  in 
a  twink-ling,  and  a-way  he  glid-ed.  One  by 
one  the  oth-er  boys  came,  and  soon  there 
were  more  than  a  doz-en  of  them.  They 
played  snap  the  whip  and  oth-er  games,  and 
they  were  so  in-tent  on  their  play,  that  all  at 
once  they  found  that  it  was  din-ner-time. 
Home  they  all  scam-pered,  and  one  boy 
at  least  ate  like  a  young  In-di-an. 
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May  was  all  a-lone  In  the  house  when  her 
un-cle  Tom  came  to  say  that  he  had  a  mes- 
sage to  give  to  her  pa-pa.  "  Do  you  think 
you  can  re-mem-ber  it,  May?"  he  asked. 
"It  is  to  let  you  spend  the  day  to-mor-row 
with  your  cous-in  Kate." 
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